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That Fateful Night 


Author's Notes: 
Dedicated to the memory of the 130 people who lost their lives in Paris on November [3th 2015. 


Electricity rippled through the air of the arena. The crowd screamed for them and sang along to every song. 
All Dave could see from his vantage point aboard the throne was a sea of bouncing bodies. His own smile was 
a mile wide as he fed off the crowd's energy. They were beautiful, all of them in their waves of joyous 


dancing. No one could top of those moments and, to Dave, life was all that he'd never dreamed it could be. 
Eventually, tears pooled in Dave's eyes as the final notes of Best of You faded across the vast cavern of the 
arena. For a brief second, the crowd were as silent as he was, a moment of collective grief at the ending of 
another incredible night. He took a deep, shuddering breath as he handed his guitar off to the tech and 
carefully slid himself from the throne. 


It was done. 


Over. 


Another night finished. 

Another chapter of his tour life had ended. 

And then the crowd were screaming, yelling, clapping, chanting, singing. Forcing a smile through the sadness, 
Dave hobbled to the end of the runway and waved. The rest of the band flanked him as they greeted the 
audience. As always, the throngs of people before them responded in kind. There were calls of his name. 
Camera flashes burst. Arms waved in the air. For Dave it was the ultimate expression of love, a connection 
between himself and those who'd come to listen to them. In his heart, he wanted to crawl back up the stage 
and play another show for them and keep the night going forever. 

With a heavy heart, he gave the crowd one last wave and turned to hobble backstage. 


As usual, a gaggle of assistants met them at the side of the stage. They offered towels, beer and water. Yet 


instead of the usual expressions of jubilation each person that met them wore a stony look of sadness. 
"What's going on?" he asked. 


Behind him, the crowd still cheered. They still clapped They still demanded more. No one at the side of the 


stage said a word to him. 


When a hand was placed in the small of his back, Dave turned to find Gus looking at him. Their tour manager 
had the same sadness etched into his face. 


"What's going on?" Dave repeated. 

"Let's go somewhere quiet," Gus said. 

The hand guided him through the crowds of staff and onlookers. All of them looked at him pityingly. Dave felt 
as though he was walking to his death. The sadness at the show ending was suddenly growing into something 


far darker and far more sinister. 


Their dressing room was as quiet as a morgue. No one spoke. No one moved. No one sat. Everyone just stared 


at Gus. The cooler of beer had suddenly lost its appeal and the vases of fresh flowers smelled like death. 
"What's happened?" Dave asked. "Can someone please tell me what's going on?" 


He watched as Gus took a deep breath and briefly flicked his eyes to the ceiling before looking back to them. 


"You might want to sit down" 


‘lm fine just as | am, thanks," Dave coolly said. "Want to fill us in on what's happening?" 


"There's been an attack in Paris-" 
"And?" 


Gus held up a hand. "Let me finish, Dave. There's been an attack in Paris. Gunmen and suicide bombers have 


attacked the football stadium, several cafes and restaurants, and the Bataclan Theatre." 


Dave could feel his knees growing weak and his vision swimming. 
"Your friends, the Eagles of Death Metal, were play-" 


He didn't hear anything else. Taking a step backwards, Dave slumped on to a couch and stared at the carpet 

between his feet. His ears rang and his stomach swam. He'd spoken to Josh just a few weeks before. Was he 
with them? Dave couldn't remember. Taking his phone from his pocket, he tried, with shaking hands, to unlock 
it. Each and every time, he failed to get the number right. With a pained scream, he hurled the phone across 


the room. 
His voice cracked as he spoke. "How many dead?" 
"We don't know. It's an ongoing hostage situation" 


His phone was held out to him and Dave looked up to find Nate standing over him. The bass player gave him a 
tight smile before he plugged in Dave's passcode and found Josh's number. 


Unsurprisingly, Josh's number was busy and Dave let out a strangled sob as he let the phone fall into his lap. 
There were thousands of miles between them yet never had he wanted to be closer to his friends than in 
that moment. He wanted to sit with them and hug them and help them through whatever was happening in 
France. He wanted to absorb some of the horror they'd seen and, in the process, hopefully lessen the impact 


of what had happened. All he wanted to do was help. 


The hotel room was cold and soulless. Stark white walls with lamps that burned into Dave's brain. The TV on 
the wall chattered with the news. Not that he could understand it but the message was still coming through 


all too clear. 

Something serious had happened and no one knew why. 

Again and again he tried Josh's number. Again and again it went straight to voicemail. He tried Jesse's number 
but, again, it was to no avail. Dave drank, first beer and then whisky in a vain attempt to numb the grief and 


helplessness that flowed through him. 


Drink. 


Dial. 

Leave a message. 
Drink. 

Dial. 

Leave a message. 


Even that stopped working as their voice mails rapidly filled up. Dave knew that a lot of people would be getting 


in touch. Everyone wanted to know what was happening. 
Drink. 

Dial. 

Hang up. 

Drink. 

Dial. 

Hang up. 


Soon he was able to see the bottom of the whisky bottle. Staggering to the phone, he called room service and 


demanded another. The ticker on the TV refused to change as the same unintelligible words around. 
Drink. 

Dial. 

Hang up. 

Drink. 

Dial. 

Hang up. 


Lying back on the bed, Dave imagine that he could understand what the newscaster was saying. He imagined 


that she saying that it was all a hoax. That no one had died. That no one had walked into packed buildings and 


started shooting. 
They went fo listen to music. They didnt go there fo de. 


Dave ached, his soul feeling as though it had blackened and died. Once more the world had changed. Once more, 


it was for the worse. 


People had died while attending a concert. It could so easily have been his own band. He could have been the 
one who'd stood by helplessly and watched as his band's fans had been needlessly slaughtered Some of those 
in Paris would no doubt have been there to attend the Foo Fighters concert and, while they were there, had 
decided to start their weekend in a way they believed would be fun 


They didn't realise it would be the last concert they'd ever attend. 


Band are fine. Stil sadly waiting for the final death toll. Stay safe out there. Will speak fo you soon 


Josh's message had come sometime during Dave's drunken slumber. He'd slept fitfully, often waking as images 
of a Hell he'd never experience screamed through his mind. In his dreams he saw a confined space and lots of 
people. There was gunfire and bodies falling. Blood smeared the floor. He'd finally woken, soaked in sweat and 


with tears streaming down his cheeks. 


The Italian countryside did nothing for him as they trundled on to Turin. His heart wasn't in it any more. On top 
of that, he was scared. Not for himself but for the thousands of people that would be attending the Foos final 
shows. What if it happened again? Who was waiting in the shadows of the next city? When would it happen? 
Today? Tomorrow? In five years time? 


But there was a part of him that was screaming through the fear. They had to continue. They couldn't stop. 
They had to stand on stage and prove to the world that they weren't going to give up. They weren't scared. 
They weren't going to back down. They weren't going to let evil win. 


But these were lives they were playing with. Sons, daughters, mothers, fathers, wives, husbands. They - 
himself, Taylor, Nate, Christ, and Pat - were safe. But everyone else, those out in the audience and the people 
there to protect them, were vulnerable. Despite Dave's need for bravado, those out in the crowds were the 


ones who'd take the brunt of anything that happened. 
And he'd feel responsible if anything happened. 


As the buses pulled into the venue's parking lot, Dave feared that his questions may be answered for him. 
Alongside the catering, equipment and crew trucks were several cars with blacked out windows and government 
license plates. When their buses pulled to a stop, several men in suits stepped from the cars. From his vantage 


point, Dave could see that they were wearing ear pieces and had guns concealed in holsters beneath their 


jackets. His heart was in his throat as two of them stepped up to the bus. They flashed their ID's at the 


driver who nodded and let them aboard. 


Dave quickly scanned the bus for escape routes as a red hot panic prickled over him. He felt confined and his 


fight or flight response kicked in. 


"Gentlemen," one of them began His accent was familiar and Dave felt himself begin to relax. "We're from the 


FBI and we need to Talk to you." 


He went on to explain that the American agency had specific information that another attack on a concert was 
imminent. They didn't know when it would happen, nor where. They just knew that whoever had so mercilessly 


attacked Paris wasn't finished. 


"As you know," he continued, "Paris have asked everyone to cancel any large events that are due to take place 
in the next three days. This puts your concert in jeopardy. We're asking you, for the safety of everyone 
involved, that you cancel the remaining dates of your tour. We know its a hard thing to do and we know you 


don't want to disappoint anyone. But I'm sure that, like us, you'd rather avert something else happening.” 


Dave turned his attention to the sprawling arena beside them. Even though the sun was still high, he could see 
people already lining up to get in They were chattering and laughing. Some people were buying merchandise or 
food. Despite the horror of the night before, they were still determined to celebrate life and music. Placing his 
hand against the tinted window, Dave felt as though he was connected to those who were patiently standing in 
line. He could see their love, see their passion. He could see that music ran through their veins and that they 
weren't going to let anything stop them. They wanted to stand with himself and scream to the world that they 


wouldn't be silenced for their love of music. They wanted to continue living as much as he did. 
Dave choked, his throat tightening as tears began to trickle down his cheeks. 


"I'm sorry," he murmured to the fans. "I'm so sorry. But | can't put you in danger. I'm sorry. We'll celebrate 


another time. | promise." 


